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7* LORD AUCKLAND. 



MY GOOD LORD! 



r 



lHE increafing depravity of the Fair Sex 
cries aloud for corre&ion ; Adultery is deemed 
a peccadillo, and Fornication a mere flea-bite : 
gigantic are the ftrides that Lewdness has taken 
to fubdue the moral world ; her fteps are like 
thofe of Neptune,, from promontory to pro- 
montory. The recent alterations in the Sex are 
alarming! every woman is elegant $ every woman 
is accompliftied j every woman is handfbme; 
every woman is a witch. In fhort, Beauty is fo 
common, that I mould not wonder (fuch is the 
caprice of mankind) at feeing a public adver- 
tifement for Ugliness, At every turn we pop 

upon 



( H ) 

upon a Cleopatra — and what muft murder 
the blufhing feniibilities of Modefty, more than 
a half of thofe Cleopatras are to be pur- 
chafed for half-a-crown. What dangerous traps 
of fedu&ion!— what lures of lovelinefs! Even 

» 

/ (like your Lordfhip, rather the worfe for 
wear) meet the fmile, the wink, the ftare of 
thofe Circes, on whofe lips are written in 
capitals (fays a great *Lyric Poet), 

# 

" Rifles, O gentle Shepherd, for a crown." 

The modeft, the ingenious, the pious Bishop 
of Durham has laudably exercifed thepruning- 
knife of reform amongft the Opera Dan- 
cers: he has lengthened their petticoats, cir- 
cumfcribed their (kips, and (haded their nudi- 
ties. This reverend Bishop and his reverend 
Lady fawfb much at the Opsra as aftonifhed, 
confounded, and petrified. They faw on a Satur- 
day 

* MYSILF. 
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day, with their own eyes, the wanton Ballet 
break in on the holy Sabbath — They turned 
pale at the contamination — They remonftrated^ 
and threatened, and preached, but they could 
not convince. Taylor, the Manager, fmiled 
at the Bishop's and his Lady's reforming 
zeal : the Performers lifted up their eyes and 
notes in contempt, while the difpleafed Au- 
dience exclaimed in a burft of thunder, " Out, 
out, out, — out with the pair of old hypocrites !" 
My Lord, we may truly fay with the nervous 
and moral jfuvenal, 

" Credo Pudicitiam Saturno rege moratam 
" In terris" — 

Which may.be thus elegantly rendered : 

True— Modbsty in Saturn's days was feen : 
The dcv'l a bit, indeed in George's reign. 

But now, My Lord, for that fpecies of vice 
Adultery, againft whofe brazen walls your 
Lordmip means to make a pufh with your bat- 
tering 



( iv ) 

t 

tering ram. That your bold attack may fuc- 
ceed, for the honour of morality, and the 
honourable heads of great Families, ismymoft 
devout defire \ and to encourage your Lord (hip 
in the day of battle, I dedicate to your Lord- 

* 

fhip thefe my Prophetic Odes. 



I am, My Lord, 6Vc. &c. 



P.P. 



ARGUMENT TO ODE I. 



The Bard, in the true /pint of prophetic poetry , commencetb bis Ode 
with a compliment to Wed loc k . — Pe t e r treateth the hot -bed of Adul- 
tery with much poetical contempt* — He profrbefieth the fall of Crim. 
Con. her acquaintance with the Rakes. — In afublime Jlrain of infult 
Peter queftionetb Crim* Con. and proclaimetb a total annihilation of 
her Rams-boms. — Peter fngeth of the wonders done by Rams-horns at 
Jericho— -be givetbfome hi/lory of Lord Auckland'/ Family, and 
biddeth them beware of defilement. — The Poet candidly accufetb himfelf 
of having been a votary to Pleafure, and prettily and poetically depiBetb 
the manner of bis court/hip.; i I lujl rating with a moji apt and original 
compari/bn. — The Poet abruptly bouncetb off to attack the Princes of 
tbefe Realms for not joining the pious efforts of Lord Auckland, to 
dejlroy Crim. Con. — Peter complimenteth the Bench of Bifhopsfor 
their furious abhorrence of Crim. Con., for their intimate knowledge 
of Heaven, and for their great humility, but not for their great poverty, 

. in which article thefe holy Men have always varied from their fimple 
predecessors, the Apojlles. — Peter attacietb the Ladies 9 petti- 
coats, or rather no petticoats. — The Bard, with a mighty Lyric jump, 
leapetb on the jhoulders of King David, of ITrael, and givetb 
him a fanning blow \ and fuddenly turning about, knocketh down 
King Harry, of England ; concluding with a f quint atfome modern 
Princes. — Peter praifeth the unparalleled, though ungallant, 
behaviour of a King Louis', 0/ France, of whom be relatetb an 
entertaining and delicate jlory, ending with fomewhat more than afuf* 

' , picion that certain Young Gcotlemen would not baveJJoewn the fame 
fortitude under the fame circumjiances. 



ARGUMENT TO ODE II. 

Am apologetic Song for Inconstancy, by a Son of the Devil.— This 
So^ of a Devil pronounceth LevE and a Butterfly to bejhnilar 
Bejn gs, and encouragetb the idea — this Demon wijheth to take the 
licentious French Nat -ion for a model, who wijh to change a Wife 
as often as a {h\rt-±4bis Imp continuethto fafcinate the mind by beauti- 
ful poetry in favour oj the unlicenfed "Pajpon Love. — Peter repfo- 
batetb Juoh notions y and prettily telleth, inverfe, aftory, well known 
in profe, of a King {/'France, who had experienced a fatiety on 
the beauties of Ms Qu e e n .-^-Pe t e r triumpheth in the future happinefs 
of the British Empire on the death of Crim. Con.— Peter 
exhibiteth a natural piSture of Age, exulting, amidjl his imbecillities, in 
the idea of poffeffing blooming virgins, fmiling at the fame time at the 
horrors of horns. — Peter again, with his wonted candour, reverfeth 
the medal, and fuggejleth cm inconveniency that may arife from the fate 
^Crim. Con. in the character of a rotten Rake.— Peter here is 
truly moral as well as poetical. — Another R ake is brougEt on the Jl age, 
who glorietk in the advantages to be obtained over a Wife, by this attack 
of Lord Auckland. — Peter, replete with hijlorical knowledge, 
relateth ajlory of the great Cato, andalfo of the Wise Men, not of 
Gotham, but of Greece. — The Bard again fngetb the fong of 
triumph — he prophejieth. — He giveth a piflure of the fajhionable Wives 
of the pre/ent day, who vifit Tom's and John's in Soho-fquare, with 
as mucheqfe as Mrs. Snip the Milliner. — Peter prophejieth peace in 
the houfe of Wedlock, and fecurity to that blujhful Damsel, 
Chastity. — The impudent and threatening Speech gfMiss Forni- 
cation on the intended deJlruSlion of her Sifter Crim. Con. 
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LORD AUCKLAND'S TRIUMPH 



OR THE 



DEATH OF CRIM. CON. 



A PAIR OF PROPHETIC ODES. 



S 



WEET is the long of wedded Love, 



The echo of the turtle-dove ; 
Then who would turn that fong to founds of woe ? 
Bright are the ikies, and calm the fcene 
Where Hymen holds his halcyon reign; 

Then who would bid the howling tempeft blow ? 
What but a Ruffian would the fpot invade, 
To dafh the beam of blifs with hellifh {hade ? 

B Doubtlefs, 



r 
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Doubtlefs, Adultery's a fat hot-bed; 

But what's the produce? — HeavensJ a wanton weed. 

No buds of promife ope their bloom, 

And load the zephyr with perfume ! 



O Syren of the Cyprian Isle, 
Crim. Con. who by a touch and fmile 

Dar'ft lure a Lady from her Ipoufe's arms ; 
Make her defert her babes, her kin, 
To liften to the voice of Sin, 

That praifeth of Variety the charms ; 
Thy lawlefs reign at length is o'er, 
And rams-horns frighten. Man no more. 



Yes ! there's an end of all thy wooing, 
Thy dove-like billing, fluttering, cooing : 



At 
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At thee, thy vile companions, ev'ry Rake 
Shall ft art with horror, curfe thy name, 
Fly from thy fong of death with fhame, 

Avoid thee like the fafcinating make 

That wily won the world's firft Madam, 
And put that fatal trick on Adam. 



Tell me, where are thy rams-horns now a 

To clap upon a Hufband's brow ? 
Auckland has broken them to pieces: 

And thou {halt foon be put to death; 

Unpitiedy yield thy forfeit breath, 
Except by wicked, wanton Misses, . 

And wanton Youths of our wild Nation, 
. Of prudence lefs poflefs'd than pajfion. 



• * 



By 



• ■ I . 



_j» 
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By rams-horns Jericho fell down, 
A very notable old town ; 

Yes, rams-horns laid the lovely City low : 
Thus rams-horns alfo to the earth 
Bring down the men of lofty birth, 

And force them with humility to bow. 

Look at Lord * * * whom high birth adorns, 
How pitiful he fquints amidft his horns ) 



Auckland, whofe Wife is charming and well-bred, 
Auckland, ah! rather in the vale of years, 

Thinks Gentlemen mould have the proper fears > 
And try to ward the antlers from the head. 



Rare caution 1 how unlike fome folk, 
Of prefent and paft times the joke ; 



Who 



> / 
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Who, till the fteed was ftoPn, forbore, 
WHat fools ! to mut the ftable door ! 



Ves, Auckland has his wife and daughters too; 
And, as our fex will never ceafe to woo, 
Their charms may fire fome //W*r-hearted Man ! 
A figh, a tear, a gentle fqueeze, 
A bed, a grot, a clump of trees, 

Have favour'd many a Lover's artful plan. 
What tho' Lucretias? In a fatal hour, 
The fam'd Lucretia fell by Tarquin's pow'r. 



Auckland will give a deathful blow 
To fome fad purlieus of So ho : 
No longer there mail lofty beds of down 



Expect 
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Expect the muffled married Dame, 
And blufhlefs youth* of lawlefs flame, 
Secure from hufbands and the prying town. 



There are, for wedded prey, who prowl, 
And joy to hear the temped howl ; 
O'er Matrimony's fmile to caft a cloud, 
And put the modeft Lad v in her fhroud!— 
Such mall the Muse to infamy confign, 
And crufh with all the thunders of her line. 



Blufhing, I own, I've been in love with Pleasure, 
Look'd on the Nymph's acquaintance as a treafure; 

Never purfued her once with fcorT and hijfes ; 
But caught the little Hussey in my arms; 
Ran o'er the pretty garden of her charms, 

And pluck'd the cherries, pf her lips— call'd Kisses. 



I never 
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I never caft off Pleasure from me— no; 
But hugg'd her, when I met with her — andyS .• 

For lo ! a piece of velvet was my foul ! 
Black velvet, mind ! which when the God of Day 
Doth vilit with his all-enlivening ray, 

Enjoys the radiance, and devours the whole. 



Velvet, unlike the marble rock indeed, 

Devoid of gratitude and grace ; 
Who, when the Sun would warm and gild his head, 

Flings back the bleffing in his face. 



Yes ! I was once a (inner, I confefs ; 
But now my morals wear zfober drefs. 



Sorry 
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Sorry am I for our good Princes, 

(Indeed my tender confcience winces) 

To think they try to fave-CRiM. Con. the Jade ! 

The Bifhops, in a goodly row, 

All wifli to give a fatal blow : 
Such good examples fomewhat might have fway'd \ 



Rare Oracles! fojuft, fo fweet, fowife, 

So deep in all the fecrets of the Skies ; 

So prone to teach, aflift, infpire, and blefs one, 

From whom Humility might take a leffon ! 



Sons of thofe holy men of yore- 
As pious, but not quite fo poor; 
Since Fortune, to the world's furprife, 
On Merit learns to ope her eyes. 



Now, 
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Now, when a Bifhop* for a favour fues, 
Not, not in vain the plaintive Turtle coos, 



Ye Gods ! how wicked are the times ! 
Ev'n J cry " Shame," the Man of Rhymes 1 
And Poets are not overftock'd with blumes. — 
See ! lovely Modesty is gone 
From Britain, where {he fix'd her throne, 

And Impudence to fill her ftation rufhes ! 

D How 



♦The prefent Bishop of London (Dr. Porteus), I muft indeed adduce 
as an exception. Wifhihg to turn his back on his R-y-1 Patroness, on a 
vacancy in the See of -Durham, he drained every nerve to obtain the precious 
prize, worth nearly twenty thoufand pounds a year; the Bishoprick of 
London, worth only poor four thoufands per annum, fcarcely fufficient to fupply 
the extenfive circle of his charities! Good Man! he was difappointed; not 
only difappointed too; his prayer was confidered as a piece of meannefs and 
ingratitude,— If this be not a fa&, I beg his Lordship's pardon. 
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How loofe are Ladies in attire, 
, To fet our peeping Youth on fire ! 

A hundred inftances I foon could pick ye ! 
Without a cap we view the Fair, * 
The bofbm heaving, heaving bare; 

The hips afham'd, forfootb> to wear a dicky :*. 



Quite antique ftatues — fuch the drefs, 
It nothing leaves for Fancy's guefs ! 



Look at our Grannums, good old fouls, 
With caps and pinners, well mobb'd polls ; 
With warming dickies, high ftiff flays, 

To guard the neck from grafp and gaze. 



How 



* A term ufed in the polite circles for a flannel petticoat, 



/ 
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How difFrent from our modern Fair, 
Whole ev'ry beauty takes the air ! 



Alas ! they heed no froft or fnow, 

Nor winds around that chilling blow, 
And fwing their muflin goflimer about : 

Showing what Modesty mould veil ; 

Things very proper to conceal, 
For legs and knees, andyk, mould ne'er peep out. 



King David let a very bad example — 
"King Harry, too a very (hocking fample 

Of Wedlock's conftant, chafte, and lovely ftate : 
And many other Kings betides, indeed, 
Too prone on wild variety to feed, 

Have broken Matrimony's tender pate : 



Nay, 
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Nay, many Princes evry day 
Do fomething in this wicked way. 
But not fo did a King of France, 
Whofe ftory feemeth quite romance 



A KING OF FRANCE AND THE FAIR LADY 



AT BATTLEDORE AND SHUTTLECOCK. 



A TRUE STORT. 



J\ King of France upon a day, 
With a fair Lady of his Court, 

Was pleas' d at Battledore to play, 
A very fafluonable fport. 



Into 
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Into the bofom of this fair Court Dame, 

Whofe whitenefs did the mow's pure whitenefs fhame, 

King Louis by an odd mifchance did knock 

The Shuttlecock, 
Thrice happy rogue, upon the down of Doves, 
To neftle with the pretty little Loves ! 



\ 



" Now, Sire, pray take it out"— quoth She 
With an arch fmile. — But what did he ? 

What ? what to charming Modesty belongs ! 
Obedient to her foft command, 
He rais'd it — but not with his band! 

No ! marv'ling Reader, but the chimney tongs. 



What a chafte thought in this good King ! 



How clever ! 



E 



When 
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When fhall we hear agen of fuch a thing ? 

Lord ! never. 



Now were our Princes to be pray'd 
To fuch an a& by Come fair Maid, 

I'll bet my life not one would mind it 
But handy i without more ado, 
The Youths would fearch the bofom tbro\ 

Although it took a day to find it 1 



ODE 
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ODE II. 



i V 



j\| OW hear a Son of Satan 5 how he fings ! 

" Chlob, thou art the fweeteft of fweet things: 
" I hate dull Conftancy — 'tis fuch a bore : 

<c It ruins Love— 'tis fuch a piece of lumber; 

" Kind Venus, let it not my back encumber. 
" Come, Chloe, come— thy beauties I adore : 



" Come to the fields — thy hufband's gone to town- 
" O come, and let me give thee a green gown. 



a 



Love 
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" Love is a Butterfly that ikims about 

" From hill to vale, and flops at ev'ry flow'r ; 

" Sucks all the honey with its little fnout, 
" So pleas'd the rich ambrofla to devour .- 

" Then on wild wing, away it flies again, 

" The Sultan of the variegated plain. 

" Chloe, we'll imitate the ways of France; 

" For Constancy's a very dull romance — 
" Fit only for a poor old grunting Dame ; 

" And blind old Darby, full of ail and groan, 

" Forc'd to be led about by limping Joan, 
" Of girls the titter, and of boys the game. 



" But 



^m 
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" But Love, my dear, is neither lame nor blind ; 

" All energy — his life, eternal fpring ; 
(< Roams the wide world as wanton as the wind, 

" And fcorns the fetters that would bind his wing: 
<c Then, Chloe, learn to prize the varied kifs, 
" And prove of fweet Inconstancy the blifs." 



Such was the fong of thoufands — fuch the fong 
Of one King Louis — of his Lady tir'd j 

Who dragg'd with pain the marriage clog along, 
And \o, a Lady of his Court defir'd. 



Yes, yes, His Majefty, much, much to blame, 
Had a colt's tooth, and lov'd another Dame. 



V. 



His 
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His Minister (a BiJhop> I prefume) 

Inform'd him of the danger of his foul, 
And pointed ftrongly to the day of doom, 

And heav'n- ward his two eyes began to .roll- 
Much as to fay, " O King, if this way gtv'ji, 
" Your Majesty will never get toHeav'ri." 



" Stick to your virtuous Queen,*' the l&fhopJig&'J: 
" Go to the Devil," the King in fecret cry'd. 



The King, not relifhing the Prieft's inftru&ions, 

His heaps of quoted Scripture— fage deductions, 
Order'd him partridge conftantly for dinner: 

No difh befide — 'twas partridge ev'ry day. 

From this at length the Bifliop turn'd away, 
Grew fick, and groan'd like a repentant {inner. 



Many 
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Many wry mouths he made—" Toujour s perdrix /*' 

Partridge and Prieft in fhort could not agree : 
He now felt conflancy a mawkijh thing, 

A profelyte with long long face he came, 
Defir'd to know the pretty Lady's name, 
Turn'd pimp himfelf, , and brought her to the King* 



Die but Crim. Con.— the region {miles, 
And'glory crowns the Queen of Isles I 



Old-Age {hall foon be hobbling feen 

With blooming virgins of eighteen, 

Panting, and coughing up an amourous figh : 

Yes, wheezing, wrinkled Age {hall woo, 

And paw and drivel, kifs and coo, 

And {hake his crutches, and in triumph cry : 

" Horns 
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" Horns, I defy you — horns no more I dread', 
<c Fearlefs I wake, and fearlefs go to bed. 

c< - In Wedlock's cage my nightingale fhall fing, 
" And lull my fenfes with a charming note: 
" I dare that damned rakehell a Red Coat 

" To pull a fingle feather from its wing." 



But then, the batter'd Rake will boaft — 
" Tho' pad my prime, my vigour loft, 
<c And full of holes my aching bones ; 

• _ 

" Tho' gone my teeth, my checks all pale, 
<c And foul my breath that taints the gale, 
" And Night a witnefs of my groans j 



" A virgin of a thoufand charms 

" Shall bring her beauty to my arms ; 

« While 
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st While happy, (from difhonour iafe) 
<( My head at rams and bulls fball laugh." 



What modefty the Man infpires! 

How fweet the fcheme the knave propofes I 
Whatjuflice too in his defires! 

A carrion on a bed of rofes ! 



" I will afbend," (exclaims another Rake) 
<c Yes, I will mount the higheft places; 

<( The beds of virgin innocence fhall fhake; 
" I'll kits the Daughters of the Graces. 



*« Thus will I fpread (a king of bliffes) 
u Mine empire o'er the world of kifles. 



« Wild 
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" Wild as the roe my feet fhall bound; 
tc I'll graze in cv*ry neighbour's ground ; 
" In vain my injur'd fpoufe fhall wake and weep : 
" Well hamper'd by Lord Auckland's chain,, 



« 



" She dares not of her wrongs complain; 
Her fighs mud whifper, and her anger fleep." 



How manners change f — The times of old, 
When wives were lent, and bought, and fold* 

Muft make a modern hufbaad fmile 1 
Cato was often known to fend 
To this, and that, and t'other friend,. 

To lend his wife a little while. 



If gone from Rome for air or water, 

9 

What then? why lend a pretty daughter, 



What 
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What happened?— One of them was fent to Cato, 

With as much cordiality and eafe, 
As though the Sage had begg'd for a potatoe, 

A pot of muftard> or a (lice of cheefe ! 



The Grecian Sages alio, (monftrous ftrange !) 

All Gentlemen of moral lives, 
Met juft like horfe-dealers or Jews on 'Change, 

To buy, and fwop, and borrow wives. 



Now from digreflion to return,— 

Crim. Con. muft die, and thoufands mourn. 



No more (hall wanton Princes now 
Attempt to milk a fubjecYs cow : 



No 
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No more* John T ■ ds mall attack a Duchefc j 
Who, chafle as Dian, fcream'd for help, 
And, ftruggling with the wicked whelp, 

Efcap'd all fpotlefs from his favage clutches. 



No charming Mistress Hodges fhall appear, 
Nor Mister Hodges aid his tendir Dear 
To plant the horn upon his willing fkull : 

Lady Cadogans, with inviting charms, 

Lure no more pamper'd Parfons to her arms, 
Help'd by that pretty pimp , Miss Farley Bull. 



Lady Westmeaths no more mail rife, 
Vi&ims of fafcinating eyes, 

To 

* The Author is miftaken here. Her Grace was, at the time of his 
Lordfhip's amorous attack, in her weeds,— Tbe Edit$r. 
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To fill the trump of fcandal, and infpire 
Old prudifh Maids with jealous fits, 

Drive virtuous wives out of their wits, 
And fet our envying, envying Youth on fire. 



No Betty Leekes, to talk of a loofe drefs, 

When Bradshaw came to woo the noble Dame ; 

No powder d) towzled couch their hours to blefs, 
No Coachmen to proclaim the ads of fhame : 

And laftofall, no catering Mister Hogg,* 

To fuit falacious taftes with prurient prog. 



No more {hall Hawkers gallop on, 
Roaring away, " Crim. Con. Crim. Con." 



H While 



The BooJcfeller. 
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While Abpgails from houfes, with a caper, 
Rufh, giggling, forth to buy the paper : 
To mew their Ladies, happy, none will doubt it, 
To wink and fneer, and prattle all about it. 



No more a Counsel's blufh (hall fpring, 
Nor loftier B — r with fweet grace 
Hide in his handkerchief his face, 

When evidence has been too near the thing. 



Counsel will not beforc'd to fay, 
When did they kifs ? — in garifh day, 

Or by the candle's confcious trembling light ? 
Were they \n bed beneath the meet, 
Snug in embrace — both tete-a-tete? 

And what were things that might appear in fight ? 



Such 
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Such {hall no more be heard in Court, 

■ » 

Making for idle ears a fport. 



Too often wives who lofe at play, 

■ m 

C 

With honour debts of honour pay ; 
And flily to fome Cyprian Fane repair- 
Invoke of Love the faucy Pow'r, 
To Cupid facrificean hour, 

» 

And lol return with fo much eafe and air, 

» 

As tho' it were a millinery trip ! 

So out of breath in quefl of Mistress Snip ! 



All in the houfe of Wedlock fliall be quiet ; 
No fighs to foften, and no pulfe to riot ; 
And Chastity, in danger now no^more, 

Shall ileep without a lock upon her door. 



« 'Tis 
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"'Tis a bad wind that blows no good," 
A proverb older than the flood. 

Cries pert Miss Fornication, with a wink, 
" Aye, kill my Sister — dfo— and foon 
" I'll play young Ladies fuch a tune t 

" Aye, fpinfter-reputation/<w» ihall fink : 



" I'll deal in billets-doux andfighs; 
" I'll open necks, and fharpen eyes; 
" I'll make their gowns and petticoats of gauze ; 
" I'll do the bufinefs of the maids ; 

" I'll make more routs and mafquerades; 
"I'll fharpen Mister Satan's claws. 



" I'll order it with nymph and fwain, 
" That cheeks fhall never blujh again. 



« I'll 
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" I'll build to Methodism more chapels, 
" Where lad with lafs fo fweetly grapples 

<c Soon as the tell-tale candles are put out . 
" Yes, yes, the love-feqfls (hall increafe, 
" And Modesty, that mmcmg piece > 

Shall fay, « Good bye t'ye," to the groaning Rout. 



u I'll aid Hypocrisy's dark caufe, 
" And for a Par/on choofe a H— s;* 
u I'll ope new turnpikes to falvation, 
" Or I'm not chriften'd Fornication." 



Thus wildly (he exclaims ! and, by the Lord, 
I think the Hussey means to keep her word! 



Thus 



* WbUe Ainwinkle exifts, the conjcitntiout aft of this Hi/ntihgtonian 
Apostle will be remembered. 



V 
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Thus have I pour'd a pair of Odes, 

Which fomt may deem the fongs of Gods; ' 
But hark I a fecond folemn voice I hear — 

A fecond awful voice, that cries, 

" Bard, Bard, thine oracles are lies; 
" Crim. Con. has nought from Auckland's rage to fear. ' 
" That Lord from morn to night, and night to morn, 
<c Shall trembling view the vifionary horn" 



ADVICE 



r. 
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ADVICE TO YOUNG WOMEN; 



OR 



THE ROSE ANI) STRAJTBERRr, 



A FABLE. 



Y OUNG Women !— don't be fond of killing. 
Too well I know your hearts unwilling 

To hide beneath the veil a charm— 
Too pleas'd a fparkling eye to roll, 
And with a neck to thrill the foul 
. Of ev'ry Swain with Love's alarm* 



Yet, 
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Yet, yet, if Prudence be not near, 
ICsfnow may melt into a tear. 



The dimpled fmile, and pouting lip, 
Where little Cupids ne&ar fip, 

Are very pretty lures, I own : 

But ah I if Prudence be not nigh, 
Thofe lips where all the Cupids lie, 

May give a paffage to a groan. 



A 'Rose in all the pride of bloom, 
Flinging around her rich perfume, 

Her form to public notice pufhing, 
A mid ft the fummer's golden glow, 
Peep*d on a Strawberry below, 

Beneath a leaf, in fecret blufhing. 



M. 



" Miss 
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" Miss Strawberry," exclaim'd the Rose,' 
" What's beauty that no mortal knows ? 
u What is a charm, if never feen? 
" You really are a pretty creature : 

" Then wherefore hide each blooming feature ? 
" Come up, and mew your modeft mien." 



" Mifs Rose," the Strawberry replied, 

<{ I never did pofTefs a pride 
" That wifti'd to dajh the public eye : 
" Indeed I own that I'm afraid — 
" I think there's fafety in the Jhade\ 
c< Ambition caufes many a figh." 



t( Go, fimple child," the Rose rejoin'd, 

■ 

" See how / wanton in the wind: 



K " I feel 
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" I feel no dangers dread alarms ; 

" And then obferve the God of Day, 
" How amorous with his golden ray, 

" , To pay his. vifits to my charms 1" 



No fooner faid, but with a fcream 
She ftarted from her fav'rite theme— 
A clown had on her fix'd his fat. 

In vain me fcreech'd — Hob did but fmile ; 
Rubb'd with her leaves his nofe awhile, 

s 

Then bluntly (luck her in his hat. 



ODE 
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ODE to HYMEN, 



\J TELL me, Hymen, bow it comes to pafs, 
That folks live not in unifon, alas! 

That all thy votaries are not always bleft ? 
Thy pretty fane is enter'd all fo billing, 
So am'rous, fo obliging, fmiling, willing; 

When lo ! Love's pafiion finks at once to reft ! 



An ignorant poor bachelor am I, 

And ftupid, knowing not the reafon why 1 



Love feems at flrft within the torrid zone, 

Now to the temperate y lo, 'his courfe he bends y 

Now 
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Now to the frigid Hmpeth with a groan, 

* 

And now the frveeteft of all paffions ends ! 



Look to the limple ftate, the flate of clowns, 
Born in a hut, and feldom from their downs ! 



Thus Lubin, in a Glo'fter hamlet bred, 
Soon as the honeymoon began to mine ; 

" Now, Deary," (I fuppofe the pair in bed) 
" Now put thy pretty little totes* to mine." 



But when, ah me! the honeymoon was over, 

Adieu the Lover I 



And 



* An abbreviation, I prefumc, of pettitoes, frequently ufed in Glocefler- 
fliire. 
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And what the foul of delicacy {hocks, 

Inftead of c< Put thy pretty totes to mine,*' 
He turn'd his back and grunted like a fwine, 



« 



Why doft not heave away thy d-mn*d greeat hocks ?" 



ODE on the PASSIONS. 



T*. 
HE Passions are all prone to fad diforders, 

Whofe Objects never fhould approach their borders! 

" O lead us not into temptation," 
Is a choice pray 'r, and which I much admire- 
So many things are dangerous to Desire, 



So ripe for foul-afTaflination 1 



Young 
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Young Women, par exempt Ohowfweett 
How fafcinating each wild fenfe they greet I 

How much we long to fmell to the fair flow'rl 
How long the blufhing peach to pluck it,. 

And fuck it — 
To ufe an epicurijh phrafe, devour! 



Now fuch defiies are very dangerous things- 
It does not fignify to talk about it : 

Yet feemed Solomon, firft of wife Kings, 
And eke his father David, much to doubt it 



For wherefoe'er they met a pretty Lass, 

Snap was the word— they could not let her pafs. 



How 
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How many a time I thought it not a fin 
To prefs the virgin's cheek and dimpled chin, 
And prefs her pouting lip, that dew- clad cherry ; 

And peep upon her neck of Alpine fnow, 
And preffing, panting, to her bofom grow, 
Rich banquet—- very—r I repeat it— very/ 



But lo 1 I ftand reformed, thank Heav'n, 
So much of grace to me is giv'n \ — 



O Youths ! whene'er the wifhes warm of nature, 
Tumultuous rife— -deftroy their dangerous dance ; 
The curb of Reason to your aid advance, 

And foufe them with her buckets of cold water. 



• •> 



No 



\ 
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No harm is in the Passions, to be Cure ; 

But then they rouft not gallop wild to door : 
Clofe keep them, juft like hounds that long for hare; 

Or muzzle them, indeed, like ferrets ; 

And thus fupprefs their wanton fpirits, 
That lawlefs wifh to be as free as ah*. ' 



Well I remember, (but the times are pair, 

Thank Heav'n, this wickednefs can't always laft) 
When if a petticoat but caught my eye— 

A petticoat furrounding fome fair maid, 

Lord blefs us 1 how my heart's brifk fountain play'd 1 
Ghace was abjur'd, and Prudence forc'd to fly : 

The Passions fudden wak'd at once to watch her, . 

And, hound-like, fcamper'd in full cry to catch hen 



The 
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The Passions, as I've faid, are far from evil; 
But if not well confin'd, they play the devil. 



Learn from that Candle— -mark its govern' d flame, 

How in its luftre, gentle, fteady, tame, 

So mild, fiich trembling modefty, fo quiet I— 

But let him touch your curtains, or your bed, 

Who on fuch ftuff delighteth to be fed, 

Lo, in a brace of minutes, what a riot 1 
He pulls, (for nought th'unbridled Rogue reveres) 

Like Sampson, an did houfe about his ears! 



\ 



^-' a 



M POSTSCRIPT. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



>■ 
\ 



TO THE READER. 

9 

JLN mylaft Publication, called Nil Admirari, or a Smile at a 
Bishop, I raoft ingenuoujly, and with a pretty portion of the ars critica* 
appreciated the merits of my own Work, with a view of aflifting fqaje 
monthly Aristartchuses in their literary difcufiions, and of filing 

the muzzle of reftraint upon the mouth of Calumny: hat quod 

> 

petimus eft nujquamt I had reckoned without my hofh Indeed, I was 

deceived — the Poet was damned, and the Man overwhelmed with 

• i • > 

dander. Little Mister Mathias, the fon of* a Cobbler (fay* 
Fame), neverthelefs a rhyme-monger and critic, united in hoftility 
againft me, with little fquinting Master ^sop Gifford, alfo a 
rhyme-monger and critic, although fome years ago adtually a Cobbler 
in the little town of Afhburton, in the county of Devon. In inter- 
rupting my narrative for a minute or two, let me obferve, that this 
Master ^Esop Gifford has performed in feveral characters fince 
his elevation from his Stall at Afhburton, having been created a 
Pbsfr oiHve, the' Arbiter elegantiarum to the honorable 
Houfe of G ■ R; in which laudable fituation he acquitted himfejf 

with 
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with fo much dexterity and fatisfadtion to his moft noble and confiant and 
brifk Employer, as well as great reputation to himfelf, that he was 
appointed Bear-leader to his Lordship's hopeful Son, to conduft 
him through the refined dominions of Italy, and to point out to him 
the beauties of Painting and Sculpture the knowledge of which little 
iEsop had acquired partly by infpiration, and partly from the moft 
excellent engravings in wood at the heads of ballads, which furrounded 
and adorned the infide of his humble manfion, that is to fay, his flail; 
efpecially a portrait of St. Crispin at work, forming a beautiful 
frontifpieceto a ballad, whofe well-known exordium floweth poetically 
thus: 

9 

u A cobbUr there was, and h$ Hv'd in a flail, 

w Which fen/ } d him for parlour , and kitchen, and all" be* 

And which portraiture of St. Crispin being reprefented with a crook 
back and fquinting eyes, was often fuppofed by the apprentice girls 
and ftabie boys of the town, who were accuftomed to lean on his bulk 
to bear his poetry and jokes, I fay, this homely portraiture of the 
tutelar Saint of Cobblers was fuppofed, by thofe his companions, to be 
a likenefs of himself j which idea he cunningly encouraged, having 
not only an itch between bis fingers, but a brother itch in his mind to 
cut a figure in print. To proceed — The aforefaid Gentlemen, fearful 
of their own abilities (for modefiy is of a timid difpofition) united them- 
felves with a young Gentleman, f/^ Master Canning, who, 
being a forward lad at fchool, a pracox ingenium, compofing in 
the (horteft time the moft copious parcels of Latin nonfenfe, hexame- 
ters and pentameters, (a common exercife for the advancement of 

fenfe) r 
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foul's),' was noticed and elevated by Administration to high ports, 
from an idea that a forward fchool-boy would make a profound poll- 
tician. Still to ftrengthen the phalanx, the aforefaid three young 
Gentlemen made a further union with a young Gentleman who received 
the beft part of his education at that long-eftablilhed feminary c«le- 
brated for turning out as well as turning off genius of every defcription, 
called Newgate. Further JIM to augment their force, the aforefaid 
four young Gentlemen united with a fifth, the ilkve of little iEsop, 
viz Lord Poluflosboio, whofe broadfide of Greek once thundered 
with fuch a happy effedt on the great Affembly of the Nation. 



This formidable Affociation, with the motto of Vis ttnitajbrtitr on 
their banners, having completed a battery called the Anti-jacobin 
Magazine and Review, for the purpofe of confounding the enemies 
of their country, fupporting the caufe of literature, and getting into 
lucrative employments, opened their fire on my poor Pamphlet, with 

a view to its utter annihilation. — To relinquish the metaphor, thefc 
men, wilfully and malicioufly difregarding my fair and candid criti- 
cifms, have convinced me that all my attempts to produce a decent 
effed on them is labour thrown away; in fhort, that I have exhibited 
my imbecillity in trying to waffi the blackamoor white. Violent has 
been the torrent ifiuing on me from thofe water-fpouts of abufe I— 
Not only my poetical, but my moral character, which I thought a 
fine haunch of venifon, has been converted into dog's-meat under 
their paws. In all the calmnefs of reflection, when prejudice was 
afleep, I faid to myfclf, What have I done to thefe fellows, that they 

fhould 
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fliould fo flulce mc with the muddy and (linking torrent of abufe ? — 
I have, I confefs, ventured to fpeak my thoughts of that rhyming 
humbug the Purfuits of Rancour, alias Literature, — the united com- 
pofitionof theaforefaid Gentlemen and Lord* ; and behold, I was 
to fall a martyr to my impartial decifion. I may have faid that the 
Authors of that boifterous unmeaning filly production, called the 
Pursuits of Literature, in which fo many lines and half-lines 
are ftojen, and fuch n farrago of impertinent quotation introduced — 
I fay, I may have called them the Ragmen of Parnassus, the 
Old Clothesmen to the Muses, literary Pincushions, compofed 
of fcraps and bran. I mud confefs that I have at times fmiled at the 
unmeaning rioify lines of two wretched things called Baviad and 
Mceviad; and fmiled moreover at the felf-confequerice of their 
Author.— I may have faid that if Mister iEsop Gifford, in (lead 
ofBAViADsand M-sviads, had only compofed Cobjleriads,. he 
would have been more at home on the fubjeft ; and really, no young 
man was keener in his profeflion than little iEsop with his paring-knife 
in his hand—In fhort; he was the cobbling wonder of Ashburton 
and its vicinity, as no one of his profeflion, like him, 

(So finning was his genius) knew 

The conftitution of a fhoe; 

To put a heel-tap (we'll fuppofe)* 

Or mend a fole, or add a nofe! 

And as for an old boot, in truth, 

He gave it the black bloom of youth, 

Eke comely ears to an old pattin, 

Till fome vile demon cry'd— <c Learn Latin." 

I believe that I may have rferted that there is fo much flatulence 

N in 
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in thofe compofitions, that his Muse, previoufly to her beginning 
her fong, muft have made a hearty dinner upon boiled peas, a vegetable 
poflefling much flatulent energy. — I may have aflerted that Stephen 
Duck the Threflier was a much fuperior Poet to Gifford the Cob- 
bler; as honeft Stephen wrote common fenfe and from the heart 9 
and Gifford from a confufed muddy brain, without feeling, and in 
general without the power of exhibiting a meaning. — I may have 
aflerted as much, and more than that : I do aflert it now, that the 
Threflier is a better writer than the Cobbler. — I may have faid, that 
when a man receiveth fubfeription-money for a work, and without any 
intention to produce that work, he is a literary fwindler, and deferveth a 
rope. — I may have aflerted that the dirtied of all occupations is a Pimp. 
I may have faid that the wretch who can write lampoons on the patrons 
who took him from the dunghill, and placed him in a fituation of 
refpedtability, is a fcoundrel. — I may have faid that a fellow with the 
form of the letter Z, who ptfblicly attacks an unfortunate woman 
for a diforder of which the Divine Being is the fole author, is 
little lefs than a demon and a fool. — And finally, I may have declared 
that the wretch who, after the moft important favours conferred on 
him by a friend, can, by the moft infernal machinations, meditate 
the ruin of that friend, to pave the way for his own ambitious confe- 
quence, is a villain. — But what is all this toiEsop ? — Thefe reflections 
might [have been general; but unfortunately for me, they have been 
confidered as particular, fo that certain folk have pofitively fworn, in 
the language of an old ballad, cc That was levell'd at me/' I may 
have pronounced Mr, Canning a feeble character (and I appeal to 

his 
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his fpeeches for my justification) — I may have fuggefted that the puerile 
Letter fent to Bonaparte could only be the work of Master 
Canning; and that Pitt and Dundas could not have been the 
authors of that weak performance but under the brain-deftroying 
influence of the Jolly God. For this then have I been perfccuted, 
grievoufly ferfecuted in profs ; and I expedt the fame perfecution in 
rhyme, if not poetry. But, O aftonifhed Reader, not only thefe are my 
foes; but the Squad belonging to another thing, chriftened the Bri- 
tish Critic, (it Oiould have been named Britiih Hypocrite, Religion 
being made a ftalking-horfe for thepurpofes of Mammon) this Squad has 
fpit its colle<fted venom in my face — and for what ? Have I been known 
to attack poor Parson Nares's ftill-born pious profe lucubrations, 
or Beloe's rhymes? — I fcorn to infult the dead. Have I ever fpoken 
difrefpe&fully of the critical fagacity of Messieurs Rivingtons 
(two Bookfellers of Paul's Church-Yard) and their reviewing Ladies? 
I fcorn to trample on paralytics. — Have I ever attacked the military 
character of Mr. Francis Rivington, whofe fword is as (harp^ashis 
pen, and who is ready to ftorm the loftieft dunghill of the metropolis 
with as much intrepidity as was difplayed by the commanding General 
at the battle of Jemap ! — Ihavefeenhimon the plains of Bridewell 
in his accoutrements, out- Alexander ing Alexander — I have feenhim 
bayonet a pickpocket at a fire. — I have witneffed his undaunted ap- 
pearance, and maintain that he will be as formidable to his foes in the 
fields he is terrible to a poor petitioning, complaining, emaciated 
author in his Jhop, or to thofe drudges the fcavengers of his Review. 

Let 



• ♦ 
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Let juftice be done— -jiat Justitia, ruat cafum.— f To ufe another 
clafiical quotation, Amicus Plato, amicus .Socrates, fed magis- 
arnica Veritas. — Truth and Candour are the Deities at whofe 
(hrine I facrifice; or may I refemble 

A poor, mean, fneaking, literary flirimp ! 

Lie like M— — — s, and like G- p ! 



To conclude — I (hall forbear a long and elaborate criticifm on the 
various and numerous beauties of my preknt production, contenting 
myfclf with modeftly faying that my pair of Prophetic Odes is not a little 
in the Hebrew ftyle, and which, without blufhirig, might admit of a 
com pari fon with fome Hebrew compofitions of Lytic celebrity. Nay, 
I know fome Readers that will afiert perhaps of each of my Odes, that 
decies repetita placcbit — others centies, and fome mi//ies, peradventure. 
To confefs a truth, I am fomewhat like my great Cousin of Thebes 
in one refpefi, an *g**ift— indeed, I am told of it $ but then, I am far 
from detracting, like him, from my contemporary rivals. I perfecute 
not with calumny ; on the contrary, I return goodfor evil — Messieurs 
Mathias, and Gifford, and Canning, and the Gentleman 
of Newgate, and my Lord Poluflosboio, have received my pity I 
Their Purfuits, and their Ghofts, and their fiaviads and Masviads, and 
their fpeeches, and their monthly criticifm, {hall never be cruelly 
dragged by me from the Lake of Oblivion, to make a fecond feaft for the 
table of Ridicule,— May they lleep in facula faculorum beneath the 
placid Expanse I 



THE. END. 
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